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Hours like pulses ticked our history by,
a sleepless fever burned the dews away.

Flung on those grassy prongs of joy and grief,
nomads of the roofless tempestuous steppe,
we were the agony our future was,
the hope, love, fear, and the blood's quick leap
up the prophetic vein to chart our death.

Living and loving there we had good cause.
Though over the water from Southampton's shore
a national order fell and the last bomb
crushed out an army, our hearts were sure
in that interminable night of sterner laws.

O government of grass, green parliament,
tree, tongue of bird, wood, tragic wind,
in your democracy we filled our lung,
learnt political passion, were first kind,
spun the whole world in the brain's firmament.

Yours was the universe we waited for,
brilliant sunlight and a thousand birds
swinging their pinions over Dorsetshire.
From time's historical most bitter words
we built the poetry we suffer for.

So, in this ode is an incredible year,

the whole agony our future was, the song

the bird whistled over the French pasture.

At dawn's danger we rose from the grassy prong

and rode down with Alfred into Winchester.

May